The Ancient Worlds of Asia
When the mulberry loses its leaves
They fall to the ground, all yellow;
Since I have come away with you
Three years have I shared poverty.
Now the swollen waters of the Ts'i
Are flooding round .the hangings of my cart.
In my heart nothing has changed,
But you, you have followed the paths of falsehood.
It is you, my master, who have done the injustice
In thus changing your behaviour.
For three years I was your wife
And looked after your house without sparing myself.
Rising early and retiring late.
Not one morning did I neglect my work.
Thus I for my part have kept our bargain.
But you, you have behaved cruelly.
My brothers must know nothing of it
Or they would only laugh.
I keep it to myself, silently,
And weep alone.
I wanted to grow old with you,
To grow old; but because of you I grieve.
The Ts'i, at its edges, has sandbanks
And the marshland its borders.
In the good days when I was young,
With my hair tied simply in a knot,
We could laugh and joke together
And we were joined in trust,
And I never dreamed that trust could be broken,
And now it is all over.
The Book of Odes also shows us the peasant at his daily work;
They pull up the grass and the shrubs And open up the earth with their ploughs. 206In the field lies the dead deer: He is being bound tightly with white grasses. A girl is like jade.
